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of which the shattered wooden crosses, in ragged disorder,
beckoned to my disciplined and orderly spirit. The squat
stump of an old fruit tree on the edge of a cemetery stripped of
its leaves, curiously reminded me of a friendly veteran in the
garden at Pinner.

My company was tried, had been refined. Sure. Sure as
God made little apples . . . and here and everywhere death
stalked. There would be no ripened fruit in the autumn. How
many of the men who bravely stepped behind me would return ?
How many in the presence of physical death were ready to put
off this mortal body, as part of a wholesale massacre, limbs
hurled hideously to the four winds, or crushed in the shambles
of a dugout? How many realized the fullness of spiritual
life?

I think I could read the thoughts of these untutored lads.
The full tragedy of modern warfare was laid bare to the eyes of
many for the first time. The ribaldry tossed from mouth to
mouth was the camouflage for fresh horrors, which nearly every
step revealed. The bloated carcasses of animals with distended
stomachs lay in every ditch ; and each bend of the road multiplied
the bodies mutilated beyond recognition, distorted from almost
any semblance of human form lying everywhere unburied.
Poor little apples : fear was in many hearts, fear of the unknown.
The air reverberated with the thunder of bombardment. Great
shells hurled themselves through the trees shorn of their summer
splendour, torn and jagged, and buried themselves beneath the
undergrowth of Mametz Wood, hard by the bitter road. A
burnt-out ambulance and abandoned stretchers, soaked with
blood now clotted brown and fly-blown, piled themselves beside
lines and groups of English soldiers, who had perished before the
spluttering fire of machine-guns, which for long hours had seemed
riveted to the corners of the wood.

As the road met Caterpillar Valley, above which stood the
lone tree mocking both sides of the battlefield, chalk-whitened
guides cowered beside deep dugouts cut from the banks of the
sunken road.

My Company passed up the gentle slope to Bazentin, lying
bleak, its shattered walls, gaunt, pink-dusted ruins echoing with
the unceasing chatter of machine-gun fire, and wound its way
through woods in which wild strawberries still held their sweet
greeting for the passer-by : while a fitfiil bombardment plunged
indiscriminate shell-fire among the clattering bricks, from the